On the adjoining balcony is a chorus of cough-
ers, whom we hear even above the din of the
coppersmiths. We ask Abdul Ghani if his
neighbour maintains an asylum for Peshawaris
in the last stages of galloping consumption. He
laughs and replies that the coughers are smoking
charas. Calling a servant, he sends for a vendor
of this vile pulp, a resin made from the crushed
leaves of the hemp-plant. It has a clean, pleasant
smell when pure, as found, I dare say, in the
wallet of that Adam Khel Afridi patriarch over
there, who is haggling loudly with Mathuswamy,
the Madrasi, about the price of a handsome silk
turban. He, no doubt, as a connoisseur, has his
charas smuggled through the passes of the Safed
Koh from Kabul. In the bazaars the govern-
ment excise commissioners sell a lower grade
at a higher price. Taking a lump about the
size of a sixpence, Abdul mixes it with his
tobacco and puts it in the receptacle of his water-
pipe. Then on top of the mixture of tobacco
and charas he daintily places a red-hot piece of
camel-dung from a smoking brazier. But he
explains that this part of the operation should
really be attended to by a slim Kashmiri hand-
maiden. Abdul had one, but last week she ran
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